CHAPTER XI
THE TRIAL
CAUCHON, an imposing figure in scarlet edged with
filigree of gold, motioned her to be seated and began to
address her. Scarcely had he opened his lips when an
uproar broke out like the howling of a pack of wild
animals. The spectators (admitted by favour of the
English) pushed against the retaining sentries with the
familiar screams of "devil's milkmaid55 and "Armagnac
whore." Some of the assessors even forgot their dignity
and joined in the clamour . . . but most turned their
faces away with a shudder of horror, for it was one thing
to imagine and another to see, ... All their lives they
had been fighting the devil's snare in woman . . . and
there she sat with her breasts pressing against the tightly-
laced tunic, her fettered legs flung carelessly in front
of her, the opening between tunic and hose revealing
the flesh of her thighs as far as the sketchy strip of linen
that was no more than a cache-sexe. The two scribes at
the table below the dais dropped their quills and
looked at each other in horrified consternation: for they
were timid, scrupulous little men both, who told long
years afterward that they had never beheld anything
like such a scene in a court of law in all their wide
experience.
The only tranquil person in the whole of the crowded
chapel was the prisoner, sitting on a low bench in front
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